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Her Unwelcome Husband
By W. L. George

.( Continued from Preceding Page)

—

object of his passion. Indeed, that
afternoon, after chatter of playa,
golf and the latest book of memoirs,
wasting an hour on the sweepings
of ldeas which make up London
conversation, he went away rather
irritated. Patricia had not said
much. Too busy, no doubt, but it
annoyed him. Only once had she
done anything personal. At some-
thing he sald, and it wasn't bril-
llant, she had remained holding up
the sugar tongs, looking at him in-
tently. Then she had blusbed, as
if at her own thought, and this had
moved him.

So it developed into an ordinary
courtship, into the usual vanquish-
ing of social difficulties. Also,
somehow, he wasn't progress-
ing; It was as |f his critical
sense of Patricla’'s girlish imperfec-
tions held him back. Seen like this
among lLondon women, some of
them so perfectly worked in white,
black and crimson, so assured with
their voices, so definitely - placed
when uttering definite points ol
view, she seemed—provinclial. She
was shy, and he hated her being
shy, though he would have hated
her bold.

Sometimes, when he thought of
themseives married, he told hinisel!
that would be all right. She
wouldn't be shy then and she'd
learn to wear her clothes, He'd put
that right, go to the dressmaker
with her and tell her the things to
say and help her to behave. It was
very fascinating, that sort of day-
dream, and he liked to picture him-
self going to her bedroom in the
morning, sitting on the bed and ex-
plaining to her the contents of the
nawspaper. Only one detail inter
fered with that particular vision,
The occaslonal recurrence of a
rather simlilar scene, where the
head upon the pillow was black ani
smooth instead of curly brown.

He had not seen Mrs. Caldecot
again. A month had passed and
they had exchanged no lettera
though often he had needed her,
had been puzzled to decide some
point where her instinct would have
been helpful. But he had main-
talned his offended mood. He had
been lll-treated and he wasn't going
to take the first step. Now and
then his isolation almost over
whelmed his pride. He needed a
woman, if only to hold a woman's
band and gain a sort of lucidity
from the contact

He couldn't get that from Pa-
tricia, though he did love her—love
her as a man does, as something to
own When he talked politics to
her she always agreed with him;
of course, he wanted women to
agree with him, but not so easily
Rather than a woman to agree witn
he wanted a woman to convince,
Palricia didn’'t know anything. Of
course, she would when they wera
he'd educate her and
make gnite a different woman of
her. hat was charming, and he
liked to dream of these initiations

He nearly repeated his proposal
that afternoon. He had taken her
to a matinee, and as neither was
dining out they had time to waste
and walked home through the park.
The sun had not yet set, but the
twilight was falling like golden
gauze, cut up by the buda that shone
like jade on the sooty branches of
the trees. As they went. the girl
excited by the play, talking disjoint
edly of people they knew, of the
actor who had played the comlc
butler, whom Patricia would like to
take back to Wrayford, he was filled
with a sense of her youth, with her
unformed quality, and he delighted
in it. Some question, now their
familiarity was established, caused
Patricia to let out with a laugh a
little secret. It wasn't wonderful
that Mrs. Neale troubled so little
about her daughter Mrs, Neale
wasn't exactly engaged. but she did
have a leaning toward

“Not Chris?” asked Rodbourne.
laughing.

“Yes,” said Patricia

‘It seems

funny, but everybody calls him
Chris. After all, why not? He's
not fifty, and if I must have a step-
father, he's rather a dear.”

Rodbourne did not reply until tey
reached the park, for they were
crossing Hyde Park Corner, und ha
enclosed in one hand the slim fore-
arm.

“Why not?” he sald a little later
as he pictured the smart though
rather stout clubman whom every-
body called Chris, which was a
tribute to his amiability. But ha
said no more, for this talk of mar
riage ' embarrassed him. They
passed Stanhope Gate before they
spoke again, and Patricia felt awk-
ward because she could think of no
chatter,

As they went on Rodbourne was
t*lllns himself, “She's adorable. 1
don't think I'd llke to have her dif
ferent.” In that moment he liked
her imperfect clothes, her modest
gaze, her hesitations. Opposite Ald-
ford House he was thinking of a
way to put it. He became agitated
as they approached Marble Arch,
for he didn't want to be blunt. Just
as he wa3z going to speak he pb-
served a set of twe couples upon a
bench, close embraced and quite
careless of each other. He thought,
“l can't say it here. It seeme s0
undignified.” Then Patricia did the
sllly thing that girls do out of ner-
vousness. She glanced sideways at
the couples and remarked:

“Don't they look happy?!”

“Very,"” said Rodbourne in a cold
tone. How could she say such a
thing? How could she notice them?
She saw them, yes, she couldn't
help that, but she needn’'t let on. it
was almost vulgar. He rather dis-
liked her as he left her at the housa
and they made mno other appoint-
ment.

Meanwhile, Mra. Neale, busy as
she was consldering Chris, had
noticed what was going on. Bha
would have sald nothing about ft,
being wise enough to let her daugh
ter do her own mating, if her friend
Mrs. Palling hal not opened the
subject.

“1 like you; new friend, Mr Rod-
bourne,” sald Mrs. Palling, who
though very heavy In body was very
nimt'e in mind when it came to
these things.

“Yes,” sald Mrs. Neale, “he's
rather nice. We've only known him
a couple of months,”

“Patricla seems to get on with
him se very well,” sald Mrs. Palling.
“But I shan’t give them al grand
piano. Too expensive.”

Mrs. Neale laughed.
burn me up,” having recently
learned this expression from an
American peeress. “That's all your
fmagination,”

“Not at all. Every time I've been
here he's heen here; he's been seen
with Patricia at the Independent
Arts Show and he lunched her ves.
terday.” 3

“Millicent, vour Intelligence de-
partment is wonderful.”

“l can see what's before my nose, *
said Mrs, Palling. “But why do you
deny i1t? Want him yourself? All
right, all right; I'm not trying to ba
rude. [ know you're not a Mormon."

“You've got it wrong, Milly. There
are no female Mormons "

“Oh, aren't there!” said Mrs
Palling. "But that's not what I'm
talking about; I mean to say,
wouldn't he do?"

“Oh."” saild Mrs. Neale, “I've got
nothing against him. He's quite
brilliant and I hear they offered him
the Harbor Offic? a month Ago.”

“He wouldn't take it,” said Mrs.
Palling, “because if he had he'd
have peen stuck in a minor offica
and the party would have thought
they'd given him enough. He would
have taken it i{f Tommy Doon had
ducided to take a peerage, because
that would have cleared Mr Rod
bourne's way to the Cabinet Only
something happened that's too long
to tell you, Tommy Doon’s staying
in the Commons and the Harbor
Office wasn't worth while”

‘Millicent, you really amaze me
with the things you know Can vou

“Babe, you

“A victim of indigestion
for 5 long years”

HE had been treated by the best phy-
sicians in the city® yet for 5 long years

she suffered from indigestion. The stomacn
and intestinal disturbance was very painful.

Eat Fle.schmann's Yeast plain,
spread on bread or crackers or
dissolved in milk, water or fruit
Juices

Then she tried eating Fleischmann '« Y east,
After 3 weeks she began to gain. Wher she
started eating the yeast she was decidedlv un-

derweight

Now her weight is back to nor-

mal. Her skin is %tlear and has the glow of
health, and best of all her intestinal pains’

have left.

Fleischmann's Yeast is a fresh food rich in
life-giving vitamin. It has a remarkable effect

on the whole digestive system, increasing
appetite and improving digestion. By eating
Fleischmann's Y east daily you get more nour-
ishment from the other foods you eat.

Two to three cakes of Fleischmann's Yeast
fresh every day befqye or between meals will
keep your digestion in good shape. Place a
standing order with your grocer. He will de-
liver Fleischmann's Yeast fresh daily.
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tell me whether Mr. Rodbourne has
proposed to my ter, and in
case she hus accepted him, do you
know the day they've fixed for their
marriage? It would be awfully con-
venient to know.” q

“Well,” said Mrs. Palling seri-
ouely, “I don't know exactly, but I
should say he proposed to her the
other day when you were staying
;t May deadcorn's, and she refused

im.”

“But,” sald Mrs. Neale, ceasing
10 smile, “do you mean all Lthis?"

“Yes,” sald M's. Palling; “it's like
this. You know iU's all over be-
tween him and Mrs. Caldecot?”

“I had heard something about
them, though I wasn't sure.”

“Of course it wouldn't get to
Devonshire. But it's off, my dear.
Mrs. Caldecot” was dining some-:
where where I was, and 1 don'r
know her very well; but she was
80 cheerful, she was the life andi
soul of the party, and I saild to my-
self, that woman's done. Well, that
was just after you came back. He
dropped her at Cantrel Court.”

“But what makes you think-—and,
of course, Patricia doesn’'t know
anything about this?"

“No!” said Mrs. Palling. “She
doesn’'t know, but she feels. 1
haven't got any daughters; you
have, that's why you don't under-
stand them.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Neale after a
time, “I see. You think that she
refused him and now he won't take
no for an answer—and that's why
he's taking her about such a lot.
I really ought to do something, Mi.-
I'cent; only Chris has been worry-

me such a lot lately.”

't do anything,” sald Mrs.
Palling impressively. “It seems to
me & very good match; he's
thirty-nine, yes, and she’s twenty.
It does make a difference, I know.
But like that he won't get sick of
her so early. He's quite well off.
He's just sold fourteen hundred
acres at Beton Manor for a very
good price, my dear. And he'll be
in the Cabinet. Besides, you'd be
getting her out of the way for when
you marry Chris.”

Mrs. Neale laughed. One couldn’t
be offended with this gadabout
Also the last point of view appealed
to ber

At the very end of April, for the
first time since their parting, Rod-
bourne unexpectedly met Mrs. Cal
decot. It was at one of those
colossal at-homes in a house easily
accommodating four hundred guests,
where about six hundred had com2
and brought their friends. Halr-
wny up the stairs he tried to turn
round and go away, but the incom

t

ing erowd would not let him. 8o, |

nitimately, he was forced Into the
drawing room. exchanging grins and
eltow jabs with a crowd that
shrieked )ike parrots.

Suddenly a drift in the mob car
ried him against a marble pillar
bearing a bust. Agalnst the pillar,
upon which she rested a gloved
hand, Mrs. Caldecot was leaning,
while she talked to a fresh-faced
boy. Though separated by two wo-
men they saw each other. Mrs.
Caldecot faltered and a rush of
blood went up to her forehead. Bha

began talking nonsense to the boy, !

who looked up at her with udoring
eyes, He was eighteen and had

never met anybody so beautiful as |

Mrs. Caldecot.
Rodbourne found himself smiling
mechanically. His heart was beat-

ing. He knew that he must go un |

to her, shake hands, be normal

Put |

he couldn’t get to her fust then be. |

cause the two women were in the
way, and so for a moment he looked
at her, awaiting his chance,

The flush had died away; Mrs.
Caldecot stood exactly under the
where were burning
some dozens of lights. The white
glare struck her directly upon the
forehead for she was wearing a lit-
:ﬁ Russian-looking hat of black
velvet with scarlel trimming. There
wus no brim to protect her. She
stood gabbling to the entrancing
boy. while the light flung upon her
chin shadows from the slightly
pendulous cheeks emphasized the
vertical folds about her mouth and
darkened the sagging chin. When
at last Rodbourne managed to get
to her they had very little to say.
Their hands released each other
easily. She told him she was quite
well. He sald he hadn’'t taken the
Harbor job after all, She sald that
perhaps he had been right. Then,
that she must hurry away.

Rodbourne paused for a moment
in Port.uan Square. His emotions
were confileting. She was very dear
to him still; it had been good to
clasp her hand, but he was op
pressed by the marks he had seen,
by a sense of ravage. She was old.
She had grown old—not as a wife

grows old. very slowly, in the sama |

house, in the performance of the
same tasks, In the pursuit of the
same interests. It had not hap
pened like that, In a way one coull
forgive if one noticed it. She had
just grown old

He stared through the railinga
into the square, and by degrees h.a
unhappiness d‘luppeared. Claire
was old. She had released him. It
was over. It was really over be-.
cause she was old. Then he found
himselfl drawing a breath of relief.
The memory of Claire, of her sweet-
ness—it was that had enthralled
him and set up a barrier between
himself ana Patricia. That barrier
was down. Indeed in that moment
he reacted violently from the past
and thus turned toward the vouth
which Patricia offered him.

Oh, he had no doubts abhoutr it;
he was man of the world enough to
realize the effect that he, urbane,
polished. sure of himself and splen
didly mature, must make upon this
girl, this little girl. So he hesitateil
no more, crossed the square, and
within two minutes was at Mrs
Neale's door. Yes, Miss Patricia
was In. The mald would gee
whether she'd gone up to dress ye:

(Copyright, 1022, Harper & Brothers.)
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WOMEN GIVE

M. J. McGowan whose skin and complexion discovery ie said by the eminent Dr. Woodruff to "leave little
need for specialists, and none at all for beauty preparations’

HIM NO REST

SINCE DISCOVERING
~ A SKIN LAXATIVE

He Physics the Skin and Purges Every Pore, Making Any
Complexion Beautiful in One Hour’s Time!

WHAT THE OBSERVER Saw

A Chicage laboratory full of women of
everyage, with skins good, bad—and werse.
Sallow complexions; dull complexions;
tome were pimpled. One wis a mast of
blackheads.

~—Then a young man, serious of coun-
tenance, but with a shin of startling farr-
ness. applied the magic element to cach

face AND—

In forty minuter I beheld a roomful of
abrolutely beautiful women' Features un-
changed, but what complexions! Science
had turned Arnst. It was amazing.

~—While out in the corridors a thromg
was pleading for admittance.

By William R. Durgin

BEAUTIFUL complexion is now a mere mat-
ter of personal cleanliness! Thanks to a young
Englishscientist, every woman so minded can make
her skin beautiful while she waits! Small wonder
this young man receives more letters than any mov-
ing picture idol in his halcyon days—and has had
twicetomovehislaboratory to amore secluded spot
One must believe what one sees, and the writer has
found accounts of this discovery indeed true. I
have seen the magic of modern chemistry change
the most lifeless, impoverished skin toone of radiant
color and velvet texture in less than an hour!
Thenewly-found element actually physics eme’s skin.
Its action is gentle, but positive. Its use 1s delight-
ful, not distasteful, for it is applied outside. Put it
on; slip into your easy chair to dream or doze; in
less than an hour the skin pores move. Impurities
that are clogging your facial pores come out as if
squeezed from a tube. It's a wonderful feeling, this
flushing of the pores. They tingle with relief and
relaxation. When you pick up your handglass you'll
almost drop it with surprise—for the new bloom
of color and texture of skin are simply marvelous.

Same Results for Men

Terradermalax 1s the scientific name of this
modern achievement. It is not a cosmetic. cream
or other beauty nostrum. It is harmless; it is
hygienic and helpful to the skin. Women on whom
Mr. McGowan experimented daily for months,
show skins and complexions of striking health
and beauty.

The discovery will mean as much to many men
as it does to women; Terradermalax has the same
marvelous clarifying powers on any human skin—
whether it be the fine-textured skin of women or
the coarser-textured man's skin.

Great Britain Rignts Reserved

How It Works

This new element is blended into plastic clay
of exquisite smoothness. Place it on the face like
a poultice. No expert masseuse’s fingers ever felt
so soothing, for you feel this laxative working on
every inch of skin. In an hour, or less, wipe off
with a towel—and with it every blackhead, pimple-
point, speck and spot of dirt. That's all. For a
week or two, it is well to move the skin every
other day. Then once a week suffices. In the end,
the skin is trained to function without aid.

Not on Sale

Unfortunately, Terradermalax cannot be stocked
be druggists. The active ingredient that loosens
the pores of the skin structure must be fresh. The
laboratory carefully seals each jar and dates every
label. On store shelves, this laxative element
would lose its force, and then the application would
have no more effegt than the ordinary massage.
So the laboratory supplies the users direct.

How to Obtain a Supply

of Terradermalax

« Making this new material is slow work. But
the laboratory fills requests for single jars in the
order received. Each jar is afull two months’ sup-
ply; with it comes McGowan’s own directions.
Send no money, but pay the postman a total of
only $2.50 when he brings your jar, fresh from the
laboratory. McGowan says: "Any woman whose
skin and complexion do not receive instantaneous
and perfectly astonishing benefits that she can feel
and see may have this small laboratory fee back
without question.”

If you expect to be out when the postman calls,
you may as sa‘ely send check or money order for
$2.50 with your application, as the laboratory
guarantee will protect you just the same.

Sallow, oily or muddy skin will soon be looked
on not as a misfortune, but evidence of neglect: So
if you desire a skin of God-given purity, softness
and coloring, here is your opportunity. Just fill
out this application—but do not delay mailng it.

e s L e L Ll L LA

329 Plymouth Court, Chicago:

Please send two months' supply of freshly compounded

Terradermalax soon as made. [ will pay postman just

My money to be rciunded) if
(23

2.50 for everything.
asked.

(W-;ilt your name very plainly on this line; lead pencil is bant)
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